


Forever

by I.R. Simmons



Category: Mortal Instruments
Genre: Angst, Hurt-Comfort
Language: English
Characters: Alec L., Catarina L., Magnus B.
Status: Completed
Published: 2016-04-16 04:05:19
Updated: 2016-04-16 04:05:19
Packaged: 2016-04-27 17:15:42
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 8,804
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: An old enemy of Magnus' comes for the Book of White, but Magnus won't give it up that easily. Oneshot/will have a sequel





	Forever

**This is a oneshot (that will have a sequel) idea I had while getting my hair done today.**

**Forever**

It had been six months. Six months without his voice, without waking up to his soft breathing, without the gentle rise and fall of the Warlock's chest, and Alec didn't know if he could take it anymore. He was sleeping at their apartment for the first week that Magnus was taken, but he found that it was easier staying at the Institute when it came down to doing research and trying to find Magnus. He also found it too hard to stay there without him, without his beautiful Warlock.

It was so strange, knowing that Magnus was somewhere, probably being hurt for information on the Book of the White. At least, that was the impression they all got the day he was taken. Someone from Magnus' past came back during an important Clave meeting on the aftermath of the Dark War, calling all representatives of the Clave for information on how the Downworlders were handling it all.

Magnus Bane, High Warlock of Brooklyn, and the Warlock representative, stood, ready to explain the fear that the Warlocks were experiencing. Alec had remembered many Warlocks knocking on their door at all hours of the day, expressing their anger and fear of how the Clave would treat them.

"Too many Warlocks have told me of their fear," Magnus had said. "Their fear of you." His voice turned bitter, and Alec and the others from the other side of the room felt for him. "Which doesn't seem at _all _fair, knowing it was a descendant of the Angel that started this whole mess."

"Do not speak of the Angel, Warlock." A Shadowhunter representative next to Jia Penhallow, current Consul of the Clave, had spat out. "It was not us who started this."

Magnus furrowed his brow. "Oh, but it was us? The Warlocks?" Magnus had said in a mocking tone of confusion. "We were the ones who fled, who did everything in our power to _stay out of it_."

Alec and the others could tell Magnus was getting worked up, which usually happened at these meetings. The Clave always blamed everything that went wrong on the Warlocks, and somehow, Magnus always took it. But not that day, Magnus was done.

But then suddenly, the door to the meeting room opened, and a man with dark brown hair that fell just above his eyes, emerged into the room. "You did always flee, didn't you Magnus?" His voice was soft, but it wasn't a soft that made you feel safe. It was more of a cold soft, it made your skin crawl.

Alec, Clary, Jace, and Isabelle looked at Magnus, and they didn't expect to see him so affected by this man. His eyes were wide, and he had gone a slight shade paler. Everyone in the room looked at Magnus expectantly.

Magnus' voice came out in an exhalation of sorrow. "Zane…" It was a name.

Zane closed his eyes, smiling, as if satisfied. "Ah, it's been so long since I heard you say my name." He opened his eyes, smirking.

Magnus' breath hitched.

Zane was clearly a Warlock, with red eyes, specks of yellow near the white pupil. "How have you been, Magnus?" He asked.

Magnus' expression suddenly turned hard. "Shut up," he hissed.

Zane made a playful pouty face. "Now, that's just hurtful." And he suddenly smiled, looking up evilly at Magnus. "Seems you forgot your manners." He said dangerously.

That tone of voice made Alec stand to his feet, and Magnus' eyes went to him. His gaze was a mix of love and desperation. Alec looked back at him, worry clear on his face. Jace looked up at him, cautious. As did Clary and Isabelle.

"Magnus," Alec's voice was urgent. "What's going on?"

Magnus blinked, unsure of how to respond.

"Allow me to explain," Zane said, taking a step closer to Magnus, who instantly took a step back. At that, Jace, Isabelle, and Clary stood up, chins high. Zane made an 'o' form with his mouth, as if realizing. "Aw, that's adorable. The little pet has friends."

"Don't call him that," Clary said defiantly.

Magnus voice rang out in warning. "Clary."

Zane held up a hand. "No," he said, smirking. "That's quiet alright. I'm not here for the little red head." He looked at Magnus, smiling mischievously. "Or that pretty blue eyed one, either."

Magnus growled, shifting on his feet. "You won't touch him."

"Don't worry, I won't. I'm here for you."

Magnus blinked, clearly confused, but his eyes showed despair. His breath quickened slightly. "What do you want?"

Zane rolled his eyes. "You already know the answer, my love."

"Don't call me that." Magnus snapped.

Zane smirked wider. "Does it bother you?"

They could all tell Magnus was struggling to keep his composure. He kept switching from looking absolutely pissed off, to looking scared as hell. His breath was getting harder by the second, though it was seething.

Zane's expression was suddenly malicious. "Where is it?" He growled.

"Where's what?" Magnus asked, as nonchalant as he could make it.

Zane took a step closer. "Don't play dumb with me, Bane, where is the Book? I know you have it."

Magnus nodded. "I do," he said. "And you're not getting it."

The other Warlock's eyes narrowed. "Don't test me, Magnus. You know I have ways."

"Again, I do. But that doesn't change anything. Zane, you're not getting that Book."

"What book?" Alec asked.

"The Book of the White," Magnus answered, voice strong. "You're not getting it, Zane, and you're not getting me."

Zane smirked again. "I already do."

Jace fake-laughed. "You obviously don't have the Book, or you wouldn't be here." He said, sarcastic.

Zane rolled his eyes, irritated. He looked at Jace. "I'm not talking about the Book."

Magnus' heart stuttered when Zane glared at him. "You don't have me."

Zane smiled. "I always _have _had you." His smile disappeared immediately, and took place to that of a snarl. "And I _definitely _have you now." His hands suddenly glowed orange, and a ring a fire centered around Magnus, and Magnus looked at the flames, and then glared at Zane.

"Magnus!" Alec exclaimed, running towards Magnus.

Zane turned around, an orange glowing hand held up in warning. "Come any closer, and I'll snap his neck."

"He's not bluffing, Alexander." Magnus yelled back, his breath came out in deep gasps. As the fire crept closer, Magnus seemed to realize what was going to happen, though he was the only one. He urgently looked at Alec. "I'll be fine, Alexander, don't look for me." He shook his head. "Please, just don't interfere with Zane."

"What are you talking about, Magnus, where are you going?" Alec called back, panicked.

"I don't know, but I'll be fine, okay?"

"You'll be anything but that, dear." Zane cut in. His hands glowed orange again, and the flames devoured Magnus, and he was gone.

"Magnus!" Alec yelled, attempting to run to the platform that they were on, but Jace held him back. "Let go!" He screamed. "Let me go!" He struggled against Jace probably harder than he ever struggled against anything in his life, but Jace wouldn't let go.

Zane watched the scene, as if hungrily. "Magnus will be returned to you when he decides to stop being a rebellious little brat. It seems he forgot his manners, as I've mentioned before." He formed a portal with a snap of his finger, heading towards it.

"Wait!" Isabelle yelled. "Who are you to him? To Magnus?"

Zane smirked. "Let's just say I owned him, at one point in my life." And with that, he had gone through the portal, following Magnus to whatever corner of Hell Zane had sent him too.

And now here they all were, six months later, surrounding a computer screen as they had been every day since Magnus was taken. Jace took notice of Alec's condition. He had dark circles under his blue eyes, and his skin was abnormally pale. It hurt him to see his _Parabatai _this way. He was his brother, his best friend. It's what drove him to fight to find Magnus.

They had called Catarina Loss almost immediately after the meeting and informed her of the situation. She said she would look on locations and try to find him. She hasn't had any luck, just like them. They had asked her to tell them who Zane was, but she said it was something Magnus needed to tell them, willingly.

Isabelle sat next to him, and Clary to the right of her. "Anything new?" Izzy asked, as if scripted.

"Actually," Clary said, and everybody perked up. "I do."

"What is it?" Alec asked, hopeful.

"I found out what Zane is to Magnus."

"How?" Izzy chirped.

"I called Catarina Loss." Clary explained.

"But she said she wouldn't tell us anything about Zane and Magnus' past with him." Alec said, confused.

Clary looked uncomfortable. "Well, now I know why." She swallowed. "Remember what Zane said, before he went through the portal? About owning Magnus?" They all nodded. "Well, in a way, he did."

"I don't understand." Alec said, brows furrowed.

Clary took a deep breath. "Him and Magnus used to be…" She looked awkward as she tried to find the right word. "Infatuated with each other."

"What, like a couple?" Jace suggested.

Clary nodded, and continued. "Except, it wasn't a passionate relationship. Or, at least, it was at first. And they were happy, for nearly twenty years."

"What happened?" Isabelle asked.

Clary shook her head, like she was confused. "Catarina said that Zane began to change, began to become more abrasive. He would force Magnus into sexual intercourse, and he would get angry easily, and on some occasions he would strike at Magnus."

Alec's eyes closed in despair, as if realizing something. "Magnus once told me he knew what it felt like to wake up next to someone you love and they suddenly go insane. I thought he was talking about Camille."

"I don't think so…" Clary said. "Catarina told me that Magnus went through it, didn't leave him until he absolutely had too. He went after the Book, and Magnus had to choose between going with him, or staying back with Catarina. Obviously, he chose Catarina."

"Why didn't he leave sooner?" Jace asked.

"I'm not sure," Clary said. "But I know he didn't leave for nearly ten years."

All their eyes widened. "Ten years?" Isabelle asked, mouth agape.

"She told me it hardened Magnus." Clary said.

"How?" Alec asked, and the pain from learning this news about the one he loved was clear on his face.

"She didn't really explain on it, but she did say it took a while for Magnus to be… _Magnus _again."

Jace nodded his head. "So, we're finally starting to make progress after six months." He sighed an exhalation of relief. He took a seat in the chair next to Clary. "This is so exhausting. It just feels like we keep coming to a dead end, now it finally feels like were heading somewhere."

Clary took his hand, squeezing it. "We're going to get through this," She said, but not just to Jace. She said it to everyone, and Alec bit his lip, looking doubtful.

Suddenly, there was a ringing, and Clary reached into her pocket upon realizing it was her phone. She pulled it out, answering. "Hello?"

_"__Clary?" _Catarina's voice said on the other line. _"__I did it,"_ Her voice was exhausted, but relieved. _"__I found Magnus."_

…

Sweat covered Magnus' tan colored skin as he dangled from the chains holding him up. His arms were out stretched above him, and he didn't even remember when he lost the feeling in them. His toes barely touched the floor, his shoulders feeling strained. Of course, when he first got here, which he didn't remember that either, he had tried to use magic to break out of them, resulting in pain erupting through his whole being.

Zane would never make it that easy. He never did. And he didn't expect him too. He told himself how he would fight Zane, how he would refuse to let Zane have the satisfaction of breaking him. But he found that as the days grew longer and his 'stay' here was lengthened, it got harder and harder to fight him. He didn't know how much longer he could go, and it terrified him to the very core. If Zane got the Book, he would eradicate anyone who defied him, who chose to disagree with him. If Zane got the Book, it would be proof that Magnus was broken, and that he _has_ been since the day Zane first took advantage of him.

It still confused Magnus, to this very day. Him and Zane were happy for twenty years, he made Magnus feel like he could finally be himself without being ashamed, without feeling like he was monster, a murderer who drove his mother to kill herself, and a killer that sent his step father to death. He made Magnus feel safe. And then one day, Zane came home, and forced him to bed. Even when Magnus had asked him to stop, the hands holding down his wrists had tightened their grip. Those hands were Zane's.

And Zane's anger and aggressive attitude only increased through the years, and Magnus stayed with him. Because when you love somebody you keep hope that they can be changed, but Zane just got worse and worse, and it was only when he went after the Book, that Magnus took his way out.

In all honestly, Magnus was ashamed. The only other person who knew was Catarina. Ragnor knew a little, but every time Magnus tried to elaborate on the matter, he found that his voice wouldn't let the words out. So he just stopped trying. He locked it away, pushed it into the deepest, darkest corner of his mind.

Alec would certainly ask questions when he got home.

_If _he got home.

At that thought, the steel door that imprisoned Magnus opened, and Magnus flinched at the _creak_ it made. He knew who it was. And it made his heart stop. He kept his head hung low, because first of all, he didn't have the strength the lift it up, and second, he couldn't stand to see the manic look in his past lover's eyes. As he looked down, he took notice of how many wounds covered his shirtless torso, and how much of his blood covered his body. His raggedy breath quickened as he saw his tormentor's feet.

"Hello, love." Zane purred.

Magnus kept his head down, and didn't say a word.

"Not going to speak?" Zane asked. He nodded. "Okay, I will. Do you know how long you have been here?"

No response. Magnus saw Zane reach into his pocket, but before he could process what it was he was reaching for, burning hot pain erupted in his side, and he saw a dagger protruding in his abdomen. He yelped, and his throat burned.

He found that lately, he was either screaming, or crying out, his throat becoming more in shreds every day.

"I said, do you know how long you've been here?" Zane growled, twisting the knife.

"No! No!" Magnus yelled. He screwed his eyes tightly shut, throwing his head back and taking deep breaths.

Zane leaned up towards Magnus' ear, whispering coldly. "Six months."

Magnus shivered, breathing through his teeth as he bent his head back down, trying to ignore the pain. His body was trembling, and he couldn't stop.

_Six months_…?

"Are you ready to tell me where the Book is?" Zane asked, and Magnus could practically hear the smirk in his voice.

Magnus didn't reply.

Zane shrugged. "Alright," He said casually, pulling the knife out aggressively, causing Magnus to flinch backwards, his chains rattling.

Magnus coughed, and he felt the hot taste of blood fill his mouth. He spat it on the floor.

He could hear Zane's shoes click as he walked away, but they came to a sudden stop, and Magnus knew why. It was all very dramatic, but a table sat at the other end of the room, holding Zane's… _instruments_.

"What shall it be today, Magnus?" Zane asked, his voice mocking. "The whip? The dagger? How about the poison?" He chuckled.

The 'poison' was a temporary venom that felt like literal fire enveloping your whole body. Zane had used it a couple of times, and he used his past against him to make it worse. He had waltzed up to him and, without warning, injected it into him, and Magnus had immediately screamed. Zane had yelled back, 'This is how your step father felt! This is the fate you sent him too!'.

But now, Magnus couldn't find himself to care what Zane used. He would scream either way, and Zane would ask the same question, and Magnus would refuse, resulting in more of Magnus' shrill cries. It was hopeless.

So then, why doesn't he just tell Zane the location of the Book?

No, no, he had to fight this. He had to fight him. Alexander would be most disappointed in him if he let Zane get his hands on the Book of the White.

He heard Zane take a deep breath, letting it go, as if satisfyingly. "Oh, I know. How about we try something different today."

He heard Zane walk closer to him, and Magnus twisted his wrists in the chains, making fists. His knuckled turned white. He felt Zane's fingers grab his temples, lifting his head. His own cat eyes met that of Zane's red-yellow speckled ones. He struggled to breathe. He remembered a time when he looked at those eyes and saw a gaze mixed with love and compassion. But now all he saw was evil insanity. It truly broke his heart.

"Trust me when I tell you this will hurt." Zane said, his hands glowing orange.

At first it was just a dull ringing in his head, and Magnus wasn't sure what exactly was supposed to be hurting. But then a searing, red hot pain spread through his very brain, and he felt like his head was being forced onto his brain. The pressure was enough to make men go mad, and he was almost afraid he was. He pulled at his restraints as he screamed, trying to pull his head away from Zane's hands, but to no avail. He clenched his fists, hard enough to draw blood, which now trickled down his arms.

His screams reverberated through the room, and suddenly it stopped. The tension in his body released, and he gasped as Zane took his hands away. "Did you feel what I just did there?" Zane asked, almost happily. "I began to reduce the size of your skull, thus putting pressure against your brain, wasn't it just lovely?"

"G-Go to Hell…" Magnus struggled through gritted teeth.

"Wrong choice words." He grabbed at Magnus' temples again, and Magnus threw his head back as far as Zane would let him, and his howl was inhuman.

"Stop!"

"Where is the Book?" Zane asked over Magnus' screaming.

Magnus grunted. "I can't Zane, I can't, please!"

Zane let him go, and Magnus released his tension again. Zane took notice of the desperate look in Magnus' face, and he narrowed his eyes. "This could all stop, Magnus, with one simple sentence." Zane's voice was almost filled with pity.

"Just kill me…" Magnus breathed out, and Zane smirked. Finally, he was getting somewhere. "Just kill me…"

"Gladly, my love," Zane said, and Magnus seemed to sag in relief. "After you tell me where the Book is."

Magnus whimpered. "Please, Zane, I can't do this. I can't take this anymore, I can't." Magnus felt tears trickle down his cheeks, but when some of it slid over his mouth, he tasted metal. His tears were blood. The pressure against his brain had been too much.

Zane narrowed his eyes again. "Then tell me where the Book is, Magnus, and I will let you go. If you want me to kill you, I will. But you're not going anywhere until that Book is in my hands."

Magnus locked eyes with Zane. "I can't…" He whispered, agony filling his voice.

Zane sighed, shaking his head. "Then you leave me no choice." His hands glowed, and he inched his hands close to Magnus' temples.

The panic in Magnus' eyes were evident, and he flinched away. "No, no… No!" He yelled as Zane's fingers gently grabbed Magnus' temples, but before pain could explode through his head, a voice he thought he would never hear again echoed through the room.

"Enough!"

Zane turned around, a scowl on his face.

Magnus' line of sight was suddenly met with the blue orbs that he wanted nothing more than to get lost in, his bow in his hands, his guardian angel.

"Alexander…" He whispered wistfully.

…

**_Earlier_**

They had all been almost ecstatic to learn of Magnus' location after six months of no luck whatsoever. But when they realized that they didn't know what they would be met with when they got there, the joy that filled their hearts suddenly diminished. They almost felt guilty for being happy. Magnus was suffering somewhere, it wasn't fair.

Catarina came over and talked for a bit about the situation and to reveal his location. Clary had told her to come over immediately and hung up.

"Where is he?" Alec asked, Catarina now seated at the table. His eyes were filled with hope that they were all afraid would be lost.

"It took me a long time to track him, Zane's wards around the area were strong. Nearly killed myself to get through them. It took very powerful magic. Which I don't have." They all looked at her with confused, blank faces.

"Magnus always said you were powerful." Jace said, voice curious.

Catarina nodded. "I am, but not _that _powerful."

And it was then they all saw just how exhausted she was. She had dark, half-crescent moons under her eyes, and he normally alive, vibrant blue skin was now pale, a bright shade of blue. Alec felt for her, because he felt the same way. He had been beginning to lose hope, and when Catarina called saying that she finally found him, he felt like his whole heart finally closed that gap that had appeared when Magnus was first taken.

"So, where is he?" Clary asked.

"He's underground, which also contributed to making it difficult to find him. It's in a tunnel near Central Park. I'll portal us there." She got up, when she got to her feet, she stumbled, and Alec reached out to her, setting her back down on the chair.

"No, it's okay. We'll walk. You need to rest." Alec said, softly.

Catarina shook her head and waved her hand dismissively. "No, I have to be there. I need to deal with Zane while you guys focus on Magnus."

Alec glanced at Jace, but hesitantly they helped Catarina up, and she made a portal for the tunnel in Central Park.

…

They came through the portal, and Catarina stumbled again, nearly falling to her knees. There was a thin sheet of sweat covering her brow. Alec held onto her.

He hesitated, but said it anyways. "You're in no condition to fight Zane."

She scowled. "Trust me, when I see him, all of my energy will be fueled by anger towards him."

Alec was reluctant, but nodded. "Okay, let's go."

They all made their way to the opening to the tunnel, climbing down the ladder towards the bottom. With every step Alec took further down into Magnus' hell, the more his heart seemed to pound harder. What condition would Magnus be in when they found him? Would Magnus be able to comprehend that this was real? Would Magnus even be _alive_?

It scared him cold. He took his last step down into the tunnel.

His _Parabatai_ seemed to notice how much paler Alec had become since making his way down the tunnel. Jace came over, stopping him before he would go deeper in the corridor. "Wait," Jace said, grabbing Alec by the elbow. Alec looked at him expectantly, but also urgently. Of all times for Jace to waste time, it had to be now. "Look, Alec, I know you're desperate to get Magnus out of here, but I need you to be prepared-"

Alec cut through Jace's voice, cold. "Don't, Jace. Don't even say it." Alec trued to walk away, but Jace pulled him again.

"Alexander," Jace snapped, and Alec visibly flinched. Magnus was the only one who ever called Alec by his full name, and he hadn't heard it for six months. It made Alec's heart break. "You need to be prepared."

Alec snarled at his _Parabatai_. "Prepare for what?"

"Magnus may not be alive, Alec."

Alec's eyes were hard, and Jace had never seen him that way. It was as if some rabid animal inside of Alec had made its way to the surface, ready to strike anyone who pissed it off. "If you keep this up, _you _might end up not being alive." He yanked he elbow out of Jace's grip, and faced everyone, ready to give orders.

"Okay," Alec began, gaining his composure. "There are two tunnels," he gestured to the corridor on the right, then to the one on the left. "Jace and Clary, you go left. Izzy, Catarina, and I will go to the right. We know Magnus is down one of these. Find him." He made one final eye contact with Jace, and turned towards the right corridor, Izzy and Catarina right behind him.

…

Jace and Clary walked in silence as they made their way further down inside the corridor. It was almost awkward, and neither of them knew what to say. What were they _supposed _to say? Magnus was somewhere here, being tortured for information that Magnus just didn't have a choice but to keep concealed. And they knew Magnus hadn't revealed the location of the Book. If he had, there probably would be chaos everywhere, demons needed killing, rogue Downworlders, anything.

Which means Magnus has gone through six months of complete and utter _Hell_.

"What were you and Alec talking about?" Clary asked, cutting the awkward silence.

"What?" Jace said, dazed.

"I saw you and Alec talking before we all split up."

Jace shrugged, but explained. "I shouldn't have said what I said." Jace's voice was sad, with agony.

Clary furrowed her brows. "What did you say to him?"

Jace sighed. "I told him to be prepared for what we all might be met with when we find Magnus. Whether it be Magnus in shambles, or dead, I told him to be prepared."

Clary nodded in understanding. "I think you did the right thing." She saw Jace shake his head. "No really, you did. He's just upset right now, Jace. For him to know that Magnus is being-" she cut herself off, swallowing. "It's killing him. He loves him so much, and for them to be parted for so long, it's _physically _hurting Alec. And I'm sure it's killing Magnus too."

Jace's eyes flickered. "I don't think that's the only thing killing Magnus…" He mumbled, and Clary knew what he meant.

Clary hesitated, opening her mouth, then closing it repeatedly. When she mustered up the voice to speak her words, she said, "Do you really think Magnus might be dead?" Her voice cracked.

Jace took a deep breath, then letting it go slowly. "I don't know, Clary. I just don't know."

"It's strange," She mumbled under breath, and Jace wasn't sure if he was meant to hear it, but he did.

"What is?" He asked.

Clary shrugged. "Magnus being the one who needs saving. Usually, we are the ones who get ourselves in such terrible messes, and he is always there to pick up the pieces. I think a lot of it has to do with Alec, too, though. But I like to think he truly cares about is."

Jace nodded. "He does."

Clary stopped abruptly, pulling Jace to a stop as well. "I just want to find him, Jace. I want all this pain to end, I want _everybody's _to end. I am just tired of everybody's suffering, and I want Magnus to be okay, Jace, I just feel like everything is falling apart…" Her voice cracked, and she felt tears, but she couldn't seem to make them stop.

Jace pulled her into his embrace, rubbing circles on her back, petting her hair, just simply comforting her. "Shh, it's okay, Clary, it's okay. We have to keep our composure. For Alec, for Magnus."

Clary sniffled, nodding her head, leaving his hug. "I know, I am sorry. I'm okay."

Jace didn't look convinced, but accepted that they had to stay calm. "Okay, come on."

And with that, they went further down the corridor.

…

Alec walked along the tunnel, eyes distant. He couldn't seem to shake away what Jace had told him. Magnus _could _be dead, and every time he thought about it, another piece of his heart would fall apart. His life was slowly, and painfully, falling apart without Magnus. He couldn't live without him, and whenever he thought about having to, he felt like his heart would just stop. He _wanted _it too.

"Alec?" Catarina's voice cut him out of his reverie. "Are you okay?" She asked, and Izzy made her way to the other side of Alec.

Alec didn't know if he was supposed to lie. He wasn't okay, and he felt like he would _never _be okay. If he didn't find Magnus, he feared he would _die_. "Yeah," he lied in the end.

"You're the worst liar, big brother." Izzy said, rubbing a hand on his arm.

Alec sighed. "I have to find him, Izzy. I can't keep doing this, I can't do this without him."

"Alec, we have to keep our heads clear." Catarina said. Izzy sent her a soft, yet hard glare. Catarina looked understanding. "I know, I usually don't agree with the whole 'conceal-don't-feel' thing, but Zane is extremely powerful, and extremely old. Older than Magnus and I, in fact. He could detect a sense a weakness like," she snapped her fingers. "that."

Alec nodded, taking a deep breath. "I know, I know. It's just been so long. I just want him to be okay, more than anything."

Catarina looked determined. "He will be; I'll make sure of that." Her voice was suddenly cold. "I'll make sure Zane regrets every abominable thing he ever did to Magnus. And that's a lot."

As if on cue, a shrill cry reverberated through the corridor, and none of them thought twice running towards the sound. They passed many rooms, but to no avail did they find Magnus. There was another scream, and they quickly took off further into the tunnel. Just when they thought they wouldn't get anywhere, they came across a steel door that was slightly ajar. The all leaned down, listening intently on the conversation inside.

They heard Magnus' voice. "Just kill me… Just kill me…"

Alec almost took off inside, but Catarina grabbed his arm. "Wait, Alec." She snapped. "Listen for a moment."

Alec didn't understand why they would, but he didn't have the energy to fight her. He nodded, and listened.

"Gladly, my love." Zane's voice was almost happy, and Catarina stiffened next to Alec. "After you tell me where the Book is."

They heard Magnus whimper, and Alec's fists clenched. He was fighting barging in there and killing Zane on the spot. "Please, Zane, I can't do this. I can't take this anymore, I can't."

"Then tell me where the Book is, Magnus, and I will let you go. If you want me to kill you, I will. But you're not going anywhere until that Book is in my hands."

There was a pause, and Magnus' agonized whisper could be heard from the door. "I can't…"

"Then you leave me no choice."

Whatever Zane was about to do was enough to send Magnus in a panic, and that was when Alec couldn't take it anymore.

"No, no… No!" Magnus yelled, and Alec burst through the door.

He could see Zane reaching his hands towards Magnus' temples as Magnus struggled to break free of the chains holding him up.

"Enough!" He yelled.

Magnus locked eyes with him as Zane turned around. "Alexander…"

Alec's breath quickened with those words. "I'm right here Magnus," he said, Isabelle and Catarina appearing in the doorway.

Zane smirked. "Catarina," he said. "How long has it been, my dear?" Catarina didn't reply, but her eye did twitch. "You know," Zane started. "You and Magnus are very similar." He smiled maliciously at Magnus, who cringed under his gaze. "You both have a tendency to stay silent when asked a question."

"Leave him alone," Isabelle defended. "We're taking him home now."

"Please," Magnus whispered. "Please, just leave while you can."

Alec winced at Magnus' raggedy voice.

Zane's eyes flickered to that of amused to angered in a split second. "Quiet!" He yelled, whirling on Magnus, his fist connecting hard with what appeared to be a very new wound on his abdomen. Magnus yelped, recoiling in on himself as much as the chains would let him.

"Leave him alone, Zane!" Catarina yelled. "Why do you keep going after him? Haven't you hurt him enough?"

Zane popped his neck, and they saw Magnus flinch as he tried to catch his breath. "Come dear," Zane cooed. "It's only been six months."

Catarina shook her head, a look of despair on her face. "I'm not just talking about the last six months."

"Cat," Magnus gasped out, like a warning.

"It's okay, Magnus," she and Magnus locked gazes. "You don't have to be ashamed."

Magnus swallowed, looking at Zane, who also looked at him with that damned smirk on his face.

Magnus wanted to punch it off.

Zane looked back at the others, smirking wider. "Why don't we see just how ashamed he is?" He suggested. His smirk faltered immediately, and his eyes glowed yellow, blending in with the yellow specks. Suddenly, some invisible wall shimmered, blocking Alec, Catarina, and Isabelle from reaching Magnus.

Magnus' breath quickened, and Alec took notice of the quick flicker of panic that flashed in his eyes. Zane walked closer to Magnus, and his eyes glowed again, releasing Magnus from his chains. Magnus fell to the floor with a thump and a cry. Zane stalked his way over, leaning down towards the younger Warlock. "How ashamed are you?" He whispered venomously.

He scowled as he brought his leg up, slamming his boot down on Magnus' knee. There was a pop, a crack, and Magnus' scream filled the room.

"Magnus!" Alec yelled, pounding his fist against the invisible force keeping him away from the love of his life. "Let him go, you freak!"

Zane's eyes were wild. "Come on, Magnus! Get up!" He yelled.

Magnus grit his teeth as he rolled onto his back, then painfully going back to his stomach to try to pull himself up. When he thought he might actually make it up, Zane brought his boot down again against his back, sending him back down.

"Come on! I could always force you into whatever I wanted, you were my pet!" He kicked him again.

"Stop!" Alec yelled, his fists repeatedly hitting the shimmering wall.

Zane leaned down into Magnus' ear. "You still are my pet." Magnus whimpered.

Just as Zane reached for his belt buckle, everyone knowing full well where he was going, the shimmering wall exploded, like glass, and each shimmering shard dissolved to nothing. Zane turned around, seeing Catarina's hands glowing, her eyes filled with anger. She lifted up her hands, and shot a burst of magic at Zane sending him backwards into the far wall behind him.

As Catarina and Zane went into a full blown battle, Alec and Izzy went straight for Magnus, leaning down next to him. His wounds were leaking blood, some were infected. Alec pulled Magnus onto his back, and Izzy quickly put her hand against the wound on his abdomen. Blood seeped through her fingers as she pushed down harder. Magnus groaned, his jaw set. He looked at Alec, a desperate look on his face. "Alexander…" He reached up, putting a hand on Alec's cheek.

"Shh, save your strength. Don't speak," his voice was panicked as he attended to some of his smaller wounds. But there wasn't much he could do. If only steles worked on Downworlders. He truly hoped Magnus would get out of this alive.

…

Magnus tried to make sense of the voices around him, and he could fuzzily see Catarina in a magical fight against Zane. He tried to comprehend the hands touching him, but he didn't feel anything until he felt one hand push down against his newest wound against his abdomen. One thing he could feel clearly was the pain he felt in his left knee. He was pretty sure it was dislocated.

He could feel his eyes beginning to droop, and then he could feel Alec's hands gently tapping his face. "Stay awake, Magnus, stay with me."

"I love you…" Magnus slurred, and Alec grabbed his hand, gripping it tight.

"I love you too, Magnus," Alec's voice cracked. "That's why I need you to stay with me, please Magnus, I need you."

_Please don't cry Alec, I can't handle it, I can't, not now_.

"Ale…ander…"

"Shh, Shh, Magnus, stay with me, you can do this." Alec urged on.

"I can't…" His eyes fluttered closed, and he tried to open them, but he found he couldn't. The hands touching him turned to nothing, and the voices around him became non-existent, and he let the darkness swallow him whole. He _welcomed _it.

…

"No, Magnus, wake up. Wake up, baby, please." Alec's voice cracked as a tear slid down his cheek. He reached for his neck to try to find a pulse, but he couldn't make his hands go. He couldn't fathom the inevitability of whether Magnus was alive or not.

Isabelle could see this, and reached to find a pulse. She sagged in relief when she did, nodding at Alec for confirmation. "He's alive, Alec, we have to get him out of here. His wound won't stop bleeding, and his pulse _is _there but barely."

"What about Catarina?" Alec asked, turning around to see Catarina on the floor, Zane ready to strike for the killing blow. He grabbed his bow without hesitation, and stood up. "Zane!"

"Alec," Izzy snapped.

"That's enough, Zane." Alec ignored Izzy, his head held high. "Why are you doing this?"

Zane rolled his eyes, sighing in agitation. "I believe I have answered this question on more than enough occasions. I want the Book."

Catarina had struggled her way to a standing position. "You're not getting it, Zane. You didn't get it before, and you're not getting it now."

Zane grit his teeth. "I almost had it, until you barged in here." He smirked. "Almost had him broken."

"You already broke him, Zane! What more do you want from him?" Alec watched Catarina blow up about her best friend, listening to the words she spoke. "What more can you take from him that you haven't already taken?"

Zane made a mocking thoughtful face, tapping his chin. "Hmm, that is a toughy. Oh, I know," he smiled. "How about that Book?"

Catarina shook her head in despair. "What turned you into this, Zane? What made you turn on the man you once loved? What made you turn into this abusive predator? What made you so evil that you would torture someone so innocent, and so kind at heart? Someone you loved? And someone who loved you back more than anything in the world."

Zane looked at her, like he was small. He actually looked… _vulnerable_. Almost guilty. "I did love him, you're right. In a way, I still do."

Catarina snarled. "You can't _love_ anymore, Zane! Whatever it was that turned you into this monster took that away from you the day you came home and scared Magnus _shitless_ after forcing him into bed! After beating him senseless because he may have forgotten to do the dishes that night, or didn't clean up a broken vase after a fight, or just because you were out _right _angry and needed someone to take it out on! Don't you dare say you love him, because you don't! If you did, you wouldn't have hurt him the way you did, Zane…" Her voice went from loud, angry, to broken, and exhausted.

Catarina gasped, tired.

Zane looked like he didn't know what to do with himself. But suddenly, menacingly, he chuckled. Catarina seethed as his chuckles advanced to that of outbursts of laughter. He laughed until tears slipped out of his eyes.

Catarina watched in anger, but her eyes went wide as she saw an arrow protruding from Zane's neck. He gurgled om his blood, and some of it dribbled down his chin, but with that, he fell to the ground, dead.

As he hit the floor, Catarina could see Alec with his bow at his shoulder. He was in the position that made it clear he shot the arrow. He had an expressionless face, and Isabelle, down at Magnus' side, looked at him in shock. He blinked a few times, setting the bow down, bending back down to Magnus.

"We have to get him out of here," Alec said, wrapping one arm under Magnus' knees, being sure to be careful with the left one, and one arm around Magnus' torso. He did his best to avoid the wound on the Warlock's stomach, but as he lifted Magnus off the ground, he could feel the warmth of his blood seep onto his hands. "We need to get Jace and Clary," he said, looking to Isabelle.

"I'll go get them," Isabelle said, heading to the door. She spoke as she walked. "Catarina, you go ahead and portal them out of here, Jace, Clary, and I will walk." Alec didn't look to comfortable with the idea, and Catarina didn't move. "Go," Izzy demanded, leaving the room.

"Should we leave them?" Alec asked, looking down on Magnus' face, love filling his gaze.

Catarina nodded. "I don't like the idea, but if we don't get Magnus back to the Institute now so I can heal him, he will die. We have to go, Alec." Her hands glowed, and a portal formed.

Alec stepped towards the portal reluctantly, and went through, Catarina right behind him.

…

As they stepped through the portal back to the Institute, Alec could feel Magnus' breath getting shorter and more struggled. Catarina came through next, looking absolutely exhausted. Alec was afraid she wouldn't be able to heal Magnus, but he knew she was the only one who could. "Catarina, he's barely breathing."

"Go to the infirmary, _now_." She commanded, following Alec to the infirmary.

There were so many thoughts going through Alec's mind as they rushed to the infirmary. If Magnus didn't make it, he didn't know what he would do. It was almost ironic, in a way. They had always been worried about Alec and his mortality. Worried about how Magnus would have to watch Alec grow old and die, or worry if Alec would come back from a hunt every time he walked out of their apartment door.

Alec was a Shadowhunter. Shadowhunters don't always come back after a battle, or a hunt. They die young, most of the time.

Alec looked down on Magnus' bloody, scarred face in agony. He loved him, loved him more than anything. He loved him more than food, or water, or _breath_. He loved him more than his own well-being. He loved him more than anything or anyone in this whole God damned universe, and his heart shattered when he thought about having to go on without Magnus.

He didn't know if he could do it.

No…

He _knew _he couldn't do it.

If Magnus died…

He couldn't even think about it.

They finally made it through the infirmary doors, and Alec quickly laid him down on the nearest bed, and shivered at the amount of blood on his hands. Catarina was already working on the wound on Magnus' abdomen, and Alec stood awkwardly next to her, watching her work.

"Is there something I can do?" Alec asked. Catarina didn't reply, just closed her eyes, focusing on her magic. But when her eyebrows furrowed in concern, Alec took an instinct step closer. "What?"

She shook her head, and took a deep breath, opening her eyes. "Something's wrong, my magic won't go through to him."

Alec's breath hitched. "What do we do?"

She looked at him, her mouth open, as if ready to say something, but ended up sighing, and heading back to focus on Magnus, who was way too pale. His body jerked, and Catarina narrowed her eyes, concentrated. She grit her teeth, beginning to pant. She suddenly released with a hiss, as if it hurt. "Poison…" She whispered. "It's blocking my magic."

Alec's heart stopped. "What?"

"I can't heal him…" She mumbled, as if dazed. She looked scared. "I can't… I don't know what to do."

"What about the Silent Brothers?" Alec suggested. "Can't they do something?"

"No, this poison is meant to block out any form of healing magic." Catarina said, despair filling her eyes.

Magnus short breaths wheezed.

Alec got an idea. "What if we don't heal him?"

Catarina narrowed her eyes, interested. "What do you mean?"

"The poison is meant for blocking _healing_. What if we don't necessarily heal him, but make him strong enough for him to fight it himself?" Alec finished, looking hopeful.

Catarina's eyes widened, realizing what he meant. "Your strength," she mumbled. "You're a genius, Alexander Lightwood."

Alec went towards his Warlock, grabbing his hand. "Magnus, if you can hear me, please, take my strength. Take what you need to _fight _this." He whispered. "Please, I love you. I need you, I can't do this without you." He took note of Magnus' distraught look on his face, as if pain. As if trying to reach something.

When Alec didn't feel anything happening, he looked towards Catarina. "He's not responding."

Catarina nodded, a soft look on her face. "He will, just talk to him."

Alec hesitated, but turned back to Magnus, squeezing his hand harder. "Please, baby, take my strength. Take it all if you have too. I don't care if you drain my body of any ounce of life, just please," he broke off with a small sob. "Take it. Take it all. I love you… I'm so sorry…"

Alec leaned his forehead on Magnus, and just when he felt like there was no hope left, just when he felt like Magnus would be gone, Magnus squeezed back.

…

Magnus didn't know if he was awake or not, but all he saw was darkness. He felt a tingling running through his body, like magic, but every time he tried to welcome it in, it dissipated into nothing, leaving Magnus with more pain. He tried more than anything to open up his eyes, to just _wake up_. He fought for whatever magic trying to heal him. He fought so heard he couldn't breathe.

He could hear voices talking and he was able to depict one word from whoever was talking.

_Poison_…

It was then Magnus realized he might actually die. After nearly 700 years of walking this Earth, of falling in love and getting broken hearted, of losing people, of watching people he loved die, of laughing with Catarina, of smirking at Alec's always-flushed cheeks, he realized he might actually die.

It almost scared him. Just like he had told Alec in Edom, he wasn't ready. He didn't want his soul to be given to that of his father, Asmodeous. He didn't want to be sentenced to an afterlife as a prisoner of Hell, of being shackled down to his father. He wasn't ready to die; he didn't _want _too.

He could feel it, he could feel his life leaving. He could feel his heart becoming cold. He could feel his soul rising from its shell. He could feel his memories dissolving into nothing. He could sense his father, he could sense it all. He could sense his death coming upon him.

But then, he could feel a hand latch onto his. It was familiar, but his mind couldn't depict whose hand it might have been. He could hear the owner of the hand's voice.

_Magnus… _

_-ear me, please…_

_-my strength…_

Someone was calling out to him, something about strength. Why was this all so familiar?

_-eed to fight this…_

_I love you…_

Alexander… That was Alexander's voice, it was there, he could actually hear it. He wanted to open his eyes, he wanted to squeeze his hand back, he wanted to reach for his strength, but every time he tried he was left with nothing. He tried harder, but to no avail.

_Please…_

_Take it…_

_Take it all…_

_I'm so sorry…_

Magnus reached out with everything he had, he fought for the strength of his angel, but he just couldn't seem to find enough will power to fight _hard enough_.

_I love you…_

Those three words were enough to give him that will power.

He squeezed back.

He felt Alexander's energy enter his body, he felt his pain beginning to leave. He felt his heart beat faster, get warmer. He felt his blood stop seeping through his wounds, he felt his left knee get numb, and he finally felt his eyes slide open.

They fluttered a few times, but finally, _finally_, they were open and he could see Alexander looking at him with tears in his eyes and such love that Magnus felt his own tears well up. Alexander let out a mixture between a sob and a laugh, leaning down to kiss Magnus on the lips.

Magnus gasped, but melted into it, kissing him back, kissing him harder than he ever did in his whole existence knowing him. He never knew how important these kisses were until now, when he thought he would die, when he could _physically_ feel his life leaving his body. But not anymore, not while Alexander was kissing him.

"I thought I lost you…" Alexander gasped out between kisses.

"Never…" Magnus gasped back. Alec finally pulled back, looking into Magnus' eyes. Magnus took a deep, unsteady breath. "I never thought I'd see you again…" He choked on a sob. He focused on his breathing, calming himself down. But then he realized….

"Zane…" Magnus mumbled. He looked at Alexander expectantly.

"Dead," Alec confirmed.

Magnus sighed in relief. Then he furrowed his brows. "Did you…" he couldn't finish.

Alec nodded slowly. "Yes," he said.

Magnus nodded, attempting to shift on the bed, but he felt his knee cap move and he let out a yelp.

Magnus saw Catarina come into view at the sound of his cry, and she immediately went to his knee. She got a pillow from another bed, gently slipping it under his knee. Magnus grunted. "I'm sorry," Catarina mumbled. "I will be able to heal this in a few days. We have to wait for the poison to make its way out of your system."

Magnus panted, nodding. "Okay…" He grimaced as he swallowed. "I'm so _tired_…"

"I know," Catarina replied. "I know."

Magnus stopped panting, looking up towards the ceiling, eyes distant. "Zane is dead…"

Catarina winced. "Yes, Magnus, he's dead."

His eyes drooped, and Alec gripped his hand again. "I never wanted his dead…" Magnus mumbled.

Alec looked confused, but Catarina shook her head with a look on her face as if to say 'forget it'. "I know," she nodded.

Magnus' eyes closed, but before he fell back asleep, he mumbled three words that affected Catarina more than anything. "I loved him…"

And he was asleep.

She pushed some of his long hair out of his eyes, looking guilty. "He did too, Magnus. He did too."

She got up, and walked out of the room. Alec looked after her, looking just as guilty. He didn't feel jealous. He knew Magnus had other loves, and after learning about Will, he learned to never be jealous again of what Magnus had with past people. He wanted to know what exactly went down with Zane and Magnus, and he will ask. And he believes, after Edom, after Camille, after… _this_, he believes Magnus will tell him.

And he will be sitting right here when Magnus wakes up to let him tell his story, and he will always be right here.

Right by Magnus.

On Magnus' side.

Forever…

**This will have a sequel. **


End file.
